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spoken to you about me?" she asked as she reached into
the cupboard for ihe coffeepot.
"Very often." The woman took out a little leather ciga-
rette case, lighted up, and walked up and down. "Are you
dreadfully afraid for him?"
The mother watched the little blue flames of the al-
cohol burner under the coffeepot and smiled. Happiness
swallowed up the embarrassment she had felt in the pres-
ence of this woman.
"So he told her about me, the blessed boy!" she thought
to herself, then she said slowly. "Of course I am. It isn't
an easy tiling, but it would have been even harder if it
had happened before. Now at least I know he isn't
alone."
With a glance into the woman's face, the mother asked
what her name was.
"Sophia," came the answer.
The mother studied her intently. There was something
sweeping about this woman—almost too bold and hur-
ried.
"The most important thing is that they all be freed
as soon as possible," said Sophia confidently, "If only
they would hurry with the trial! As soon as they send
them into exile, we'll arrange an escape for Pavel Mikhai-
lovich. He's needed here."
The mother glanced uncertainly at Sophia who was
looking for something in which to place her cigarette end.
At last she crushed it in the earth of a flowerpot.
"That spoils the flowers," said the mother involuntarily.
"Forgive me," said Sophia. "Nikolai always tells me
the same thing." She removed the end and threw it out
of the window.
The mother, embarrassed, shot her a guilty glance.
"I beg your pardon," she said, "I didn't think of what
I was saying. How can I tell you what to do!"
"Why not, if I am so untidy?" answered Sophia with
a shrug of her shoulders. "Is £he coffee ready? Thanks.
But why only one cup? Aren't you having any?"

